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LET  YOUR  HEART  BE  NOT  TROUBLED 


I  understand  your  problems, 
Because  I  have  been  where  you  are  now. 
I  would  remind  you  of  my  love, 
I  would  remind  you  that  I  have  trod  the 

path  you  trod . 

I,  God's  gift... 

was  used  to  fulfill  the  prophecy, 
To  demonstrate  God's  perfect  love 

at  Calvary. 

One  day,  for  you,  I  died, 

That  you  might  be  set  free. 

I  rode  into  the  city  in  all  glory  - 

yet  I  cried, 
For  they  knew  me  not,  as  I  died. 
Three  rusty  nails  did  hang  me  upon  the  tree 
While  I  shed  all  my  blood  for  thee 

at  Calvary. 


Cindy  Hartley  (John  74:1) 
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1975 


I'm  almost  21 . 

I  have  2  gray  hairs . 

1  gained  2  pounds  last  year. 
I'm  still  not  engaged, 

But  at  least  I'm  alive. 
It's  1975. 

2  of  my  girlfriends  got  pregnant 
And  1  got  married 

And  1  got  an  abortion. 

6  of  my  friends  finished  college, 

4  of  them  got  jobs, 

2  of  them  got  busted. 

Gasoline  is  60£  a  gallon. 

Sugar  is  almost  $1  a  pount. 

Blue  jeans  are  out  of  sight! 

10  new  diseases  were  discovered 

last  year  , 
But  we  still  can't  cure  the  old  ones. 
I  just  heard  that  smoking 

makes  you  sterile 

and  baby  powder  causes  cancer. 
The  only  thing  that' s  safe  to  eat 

is  yogurt, 
But  no  one' s  found  a  way 

to  make  it  taste  good. 
But  I'm  still  alive. 
I  guess  I'll  survive 
1975. 


Cheryl  Black 


AT  HIS  BEST 


He  brightened  many  mornings 
With  his  friendly  fellowship: 

And  he  captured 

With  his  winsome  ways 
His  neighbor's  comradeship. 


Mistakes  he  made  -  no  one  denies  - 
Say! 

Who  should  be  first  to  criticize 
Or  who  will  be  first  to  cast  the  stone? 
Our  Master  taught:  let  him  alone  - 
Who  has  no  sin 
be  first  to  throw 

or  let  it  not  begin ! 

Better,  far  down  memory's  lane, 
To  remember  good  instead  of  pain; 

And  to  repeat  and  repeat  again 
The  good  'til,  as  refreshing  rain, 
Showers  of  blessings  shall  cover  sin, 
And  blot  out  its  curse  with  peace  within! 


Ernest  E.  Hite,  Jr. 
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ON  SOMETHING  ELSE 


In  Literature  class 

Studying  H.  G.  Wells, 
Where  is  my  mind? 

On  something  else. 

In  Anatomy  class 

Studying  tissues  and  cells, 

Where  is  my  mind? 
On  something  else. 

In  Psychology  class 

Studying  witches  and  spells, 

Where  is  my  mind? 
On  something  else. 

In  Religion  class, 

Studying  heavens  and  hells, 

Where  is  my  mind? 
On  something  else. 

In  fact,  in  every  class, 
'Til  the  teacher  yells , 
Where  is  my  mind? 

On  something  else. . . 


Ann  Bagley 


Who  am  I? 

Am  I  a  snake 

crawling  on  my  belly- 
striking  fear  and  hatred 
to  the  hearts 

of  almost  all  who  know  me? 
or 

Am  I  a  rabbit 
soft  and  furry 
dodging  cars, 
nibbling  away 
at  green  products 
of  someone's  sweat? 


Patty  Harber 


Pastel  ootten  candy 
Light,  airy  and  delicious 
held  in  your  hands 
melting  in  your  mouth 
gone  forever. 

Bold  feet 

Trampling,  underfoot, 
The  neglected  beauties 
of  nature. 


Patty  Harber 
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Once  there  was  a  man 
named  Dr.  Winberry, 
who  had  a  son, 
and  his  name  was 
Stephen, 

and  everyone  called  Stephen, 
"Dr.  Winberry' s  son." 

Then,  there  was  a  man 
who  had  a  father, 
and  his  name  was 
Dr.  Winberry, 

and  everyone  called  Dr.  Winberry, 
"Stephen's  father." 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 


THE  BLUE  JAY 


Once  when  I  was  strolling 
Down  the  street, 
A  blue  jay  fluttered 
Down  at  my  feet. 

I  stepped  toward  him 
But  he  did  not  fly, 
I  said  softly  to  myself, 
"I  wonder  why?  " 


I  leaned  over 

And  stroked  his  feathers  gently. 
Then  he  picked  up  his  head 
And  looked  at  me. 


He  gazed  wantingly 
With  starey  eyes 
At  the  heavens 
Cracking  through  the  skies. 

Then  with  a  small  chirp, 
He  lay  back  down. 
But  he  did  not  move 
From  the  ground. 

Once  again  I  stroked 
^ft*)  The  feathers  on  his  head 

Then  I  knew  he . . . 
was  dead. 

I  kept  saying  to  myself, 
"All  things  must  die." 
And  over  and  over  again 
I  wondered  why. 

Then  I  saw  three  small  blue  jays 
In  a  nest 
And  I  knew 
God's  plan  was  best. 


For  some  to  live 
Others  must  die. 
Then  I  thought  to  myself, 
"I  know  why." 


Stephen  Winberry 
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THE  WINDING  ROAD 


There  is  a  winding  road 

that  all  must  take. 
It  lies  between 

the  woods  and  the  lake. 
Some  spots  are  good 

and  some  are  bad; 
Some  times  are  happy 

and  some  are  sad. 


Down  the  road 

it  breaks  into  two 
And  people  who  have  walked 
both  forks 
are  very  few. 
For  once  you've  walked  down 

one  road, 
You  seldom  have  the  knack 
to  turn 
and  walk 

the  long  walk  back. 

The  road  I  speak  of 

is  the  road  of  life 

with  all  of  its  pain  and  strife . 
For  all  the  times  that  are  happy 

there  will  be  sad; 
For  all  the  good 

there  will  be  bad. 


Chose  your  road 

with  the  utmost  discrimination 
So  you  will  reach 

a  rewarding  destination. 
It  won't  be  long  'till  you 

can  lay  aside  your  load, 
When  you  have  walked 

the  winding  road. 


Stephen  Win  berry 
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SHEEP  AND  GOATS 


Without  a  doubt,  only  two  types  of  people  are  on  our 
earth  -  sheep  and  goats.   Unquestionably,  too  many  belong 
to  the  former.    This  fact  has  been  obvious  since  the  beginning 
of  recorded  history. 

Sheep  are  ignorant  and  senseless.    They  must  have  a  leader  to  follow, 
a  guide,  lest  they  lose  their  way.     Sheep  creatures  are  the  cause 
of  much  of  the  world's  destruction.   They  are  the  ones  who  will 
blindly  follow  one  another  into  riots,  wars,  etc.   The  senseless 
slaughters  that  later  occur  could  be  prevented  if  they  were  more 
observant. 

Their  lambs  are  brought  up  in  the  same  fashion,  sheared  in  the 
same  manner.   They  wander  throughout  life  ruminating  on  the 
worlds  problems  but  seldom,  if  ever,  find  any  answers.  Lambs 
are  nothing  more  than  small  sheep. 

Sheep  are  easily  fleeced  out  of  a  life's  savings  by  vague 
promises  of  a  better  future.    They  are  frequently  led 
astray  by  passing  fancies  which  are  worthless  in  reality. 
If  things  seem  bad,  no  matter,  just  let  out  a  senseless 
"baa"  and  another  may  come  to  your  aid.   Let  someone 
carry  you  on  his  shoulder  when  you  go  astray. 

Goats  inevitably  must  lead  the  foolish  sheep  onward. 
These  bearded  ones  stand  for  their  beliefs  no  matter  what. 
They  will  defend  to  the  death  the  ideals  they  live  for, 
the  goals  for  which  they  strive.    It  is  they  who  lead  others 
upward  to  the  pinnacles  of  success.   Surefooted,  they 
climb  rocky  narrow  crags  to  greatness.    Not  for  them  are 
the  wide,  easy  way  to  green  pastures,  no  indeed!  The 
higher  things,  the  better  things,  attract  them  most. 

Their  kids  are  free  to  decide  life's  best  course  for  themselves. 
They  choose  the  most  adventurous  route  in  life  and  usually 
achieve  recognition  for  it.   Exploring  the  unknown  is  inbred 
in  them;  following  the  crowd  is  the  least  of  a  goat's  desires. 

Some  sheep  regard  goats  as  continually  attempting  to  horn  in  on  other's 
business.    They  find  goats  stubborn  and  hateful.    Most  sheep  fail 
to  realize  goats  are  superior.    Silly  sheep  sometimes  attempt  to 
imitate  goats.    Many  have  perished  in  foolish  endeavors  to  reach 
-oatdom.    They  always  try  at  the  wrong  place  and  time.    Perhaps  this  is 
for  the  best,  for  it  cuts  down  on  the  number  of  sheep.   This  makes  it  even 
easier  for  the  goats  to  move  a  little  higher  in  the  mountain. 


Cynthia  McCurry 


HAIKU 


THE  HORSE 
The  horse  runs  fast, 

fast! 

It  is  afraid  of  the  rain 
Because  spring  is  here. 


THE  EGG 

It  is  cracking  open 

A  small  head  peeks  out 
A  little  chicken. 


THE  DEER 

It  runs   quickly  away- 
Spreading  out 

and  running  out 
to  escape  winter, 


THE  MOUNTAIN 

The  mountain  is  high 
With  snow  resting  on  top 
Until  spring  comes 

and  it  melts 


THE  BEAR 

The  bear  is  grouchy. 
He  is  awake  from  winter 
to  gorge  on  berries. 


Cynthia  McCurry 
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THE  INSIGNIFICANT  STORY  OF  A  NOBODY 
WHO  LIVED  NOWHERE  - 

AND  WHOSE  LIFE  AMOUNTED  TO  NOTHING 
HE  LIVED  NOWHERE  AND  NO  ONE  LOVED  HIM 
HE  KNEW  THIS 

AND  IT  DIDN'T  MATTER  TO  HIM 
BECAUSE  HE  WAS  GOING  NOWHERE. . . 

forget  it ...  it*  s  not  hing . 


Guy  M.  Bridges 


You  came  to  me  hurting  - 

though  you  wouldn't  admit  it. 
I'm  yours 

yours  for  the  night  - 

take  me. 

I'm  here. 
I'm  yours  - 

-Even  if.  .for  just  a  little  while. 
I*  11  hold  you 

you'll  hold  me. 
I'll  melt  your  cares 

calm  your  fears 
And  put  back  the  pieces  of  your  broken  heart. 

in  just  one  night. 

Sleep  with  your  head  close  to  my  heart . 
Hear  it? 
Feel  it? 

Sense  the  strength  of  my  being 

as  your  arms  are  interwined  in  mine . 
We  are  one  -  for  the  night. 

Me:  putting  the  pieces  of  your  shattered  heart  together, 
You:  bringing  out  a  desire  I  must  suppress. 


Guy  M.  Bridges 
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BLACK  MOODS 


featuring 


Alfonzia  Miller 


THE  TRUTH 

If  one  would  say  each  day, 
"I'll  be  here  tomorrow." 

One  day  the  truth  would  not  stand 
And  a  lie  would  follow. 


Alphonzia  Miller 


EVERGREEN 

Green,  green 

Evergreen  you  are 

And  have  such  a  pretty  name. 
Green,  green 

Evercome  so  far 

Year  after  year  the  same. 


Alphonzia  Miller 


SNOW 

Sweet  -  looking  like  cotton 
Not  hard,  easy  to  manage 
Of  a  rather  smooth  complexion 
White  as  a  sheet  of  paper. 


Alphonzia  Miller 
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TORNADOES 

The  wind  hit  hard  and  ran 
as  if  it  was  in  a  hurry. 
Many  lives  were  lost. 
Roots  of  trees  were  lifted  - 
Homes  and  buildings  destroyed ! 

But  things  could  have  been  worse: 
The  majority  did  survive. 


Alphonzia  Miller 


FLOOD  OF  1  73 

When  the  rain  came 
And  the  river  boiled  over 
And  the  living  and  the  good  things 
washed  away  .  .  . 

Nobody  could  help  it. 

Alphonzia  Miller 


A  BROKEN  HEART 

It  broke  my  heart 

That  was  so  long  happy 

But  continued  to  run 

And  did  no  wrong. 

All  my  wishes 

All  my  dreams 

Became  a  world  of  pictures 

And  real,  it  seemed. 


Alphonzia  Miller 
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LOST  VIBRATION 


Strolling  on  sand, 

Touching  grains  with  toes, 
Dipping  in  water, 

Tracing  shell- edges. 

Does  one 
Tiny 

Shimmering 

Vibration  of  me 
Remain, 

Pulsating  there, 
For  you 

To  perceive? 


Carole  Phillips 


As  soft  as  the  warm  summer  wind 

Your  lips  touch  mine. 
I  feel  loved,  secure  and  happy, 

Oh,  so  many  things! 

Let  your  arms  enclose  me 
And  please  don't  let  me  go. 

With  you  are  my  tomorrows; 
And  for  those  tomorrows 
I  will  live . 


Mary  E.  Norris 
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BAPTIST  COLLEGE  BOOGIE  WOOGIE  BLUES 


We  went  to  church  each  Sunday 
And  we  went  to  Sunday  School. 
We  went  to  Training  Union 
And  we  learned  the  Golden  Rule . 
We  finally  left  the  nest  at  home 
And  oh,  "Was  that  so  cool." 
Now  BCC  is  what  we  call 
In  simple  words,  our  school. 

Well,  we've  got  a  great  big  campus, 
Twice  as  big  as  my  home -town 
And  when  it  rains  I'd  bet  you'd  say, 
"It's  slowly  sinking  down." 
Sometimes  on  a  pretty  day, 
While  walking  to  our  class, 
We  smile  and  feel  that  gentle  breeze 
That  knocks  us  on  our  .  .  . 

We've  got  a  fancy  lunch  room 
Where  we  eat  delicious  meals 
Like  mystery  meat  and  cabbage  pie 
And  small,  green,  long-neck  eels. 
But  all  in  all,  it's  not  so  bad 
Compared  with  what  might  be: 
Like  prison,  work  or  army  camps 
So,  live  on  BCC! 


Michael  J.  Davis 
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ONLY  ONE  HEART 


You  left  me  cryin' 

with  no  one  else  around. 
Why  go  on  deny  in' 

you  turned  your  back 

when  I  was  down. 
Still,  I'm  in  love  with  you 

and  the  tears  burn  in  my  eyes 
'Cause  love  is  so  very  lonely 

when  only  one  heart  cries. 

I've  spent  sleepless  nights 

lying  quiet  and  still. 
I  don' t  know 

what's  wrong  or  right, 

when  hurt  is  all  I  feel. 
Still,  I'm  in  love  with  you 

and  the  tears  burn  in  my  eyes 
'Cause  love  is  so  very  lonely 

when  only  one  heart  cries. 

Only  one  heart 

To  cry  those  bitter  tears. 

Only  one  heart 

To  hurt  thru  life's  long  years. 
I  guess  it's  hopeless 


to  think  you'  11  ever   care . 
While  you're  out  playing  games 
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It's  a  lonely  world 

without  your  sweet,  sweet  love. 
You're  the  only  thing 

I  find  I'm  thinking  of. 
There  is  such  an  emptiness 

since  you  went  away. 
In  my  every  prayer,  I  pray 

you're  coming  home  someday. 

I  remember, 
Not  too  long  ago, 
We  said  our  love 
Would  never  go. 

now  it's  gone  .  .  . 

We  said  our  love 
Was  so,  so  fine, 
I  was  yours 
And  you  were  mine . 

what  went  wrong  .  .  .  ? 

Is  love  a  game 
That  two  hearts  play, 
You  smile  today 
And  cry  away 

your  tomorrows  ? 

You  can  dry  your  tears 
But  their  traces  remain. 
You  can  hide  your  fears 
But  you  can't  hide  the  pain 
or  the  sorrows. 


Michael  J.  Davis 
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SNOW  FLAKE  IN  JULY 


Like  a  snow  flake  in  July 
She  did  come  into  my  life 

So  beautiful 

So  delicate 

So  very  much  out  of  place. 
To  reach  out  and  touch  this  snow  flake 
Would  be  so  exciting, 
so  different, 
But  to  touch  her  would  mean 
A  sooner  death 

Than  that  so  obvious  to  come. . . 
After  much  searching 
I  reach  out  to  her. 
A  chill,  so  delightful 

streaked  to  my  soul's  depth 

as  she  touched  my  hand! 
Then  instantly 

She  smeemed  to  have  disappeared... 

Now  one  single  tear  drop 

Marks  the  spot 

Where  this  snow  flake  fell 

So  beautiful 

So  delicate 

Yet,  so  out  of  place 

was  this  snow  flake  in  July. 


Michael  J.  Davis 
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WINTER  CAME  EARLY  THIS  YEAR 


It  seems  like  the  nights 

are  longer  and  colder 

this  winter 
And  'tho  I  feel  young 

I  feel  so  much  older 

inside. 
Like  raindrops  on  a  window 

my  dreams 

have  broken  in  two 
And  warm  nights  in  her  arms 

are  now  memories 

of  a  love  I  once  knew . 

Winter  came  early  this  year 
Bringing  cold  nights 
full  of  hurt 
full  of  tears 
The  sunshine  is  gone 
And  I'm  all  alone, 

Winter  came  early  this  year. 
There' ve  been  times  I've  done  wrong 
But  I  never  claimed  to  be  perfect, 
And  Lord  knows  I've  tried  to  keep 

what  little  we  shared. 
But  hard  times  got  harder 
and  cold  words  got  colder 
between  us, 
Short  nights  got  longer 

and  our  love,  once  much  stronger, 
had  died. 


Michael  J.  Davis 
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If  just  a  moment  in  forever 

is  all  that  we  might  share, 
May  that  moment  live  on  a  memory 

made  of  friendship,  love  and  care; 
And  if  we  should  meet  again, 

if  dear  God  grant  that  be  true , 
Two  moments,  in  forever, 

would  then  belong  to  me  and  you. 


Michael  J.  Davis 


OUR    ALMA  MATER 

Baptist  College,  may  we  strive 
To  honor  you  each  day, 
To  lend  a  hand 
To  a  world  in  need 
And  find  a  better  way. 
May  we  give  our  hearts  to  you, 
Serve  with  love  in  all  we  do, 
Forever,  Baptist  College , 
We'll  be  true. 


Michael  J.  Davis 


The  only  way  for  you  to  see 
How  darling  I  am, 

is  to  look  at  me ! 


The  only  way  for  you  to  hear 
My  precious  words , 

is  to  open  your  ears! 

The  only  way  for  you  to  feel 
Is  to  touch  me,  dear, 
You  see, 
"I'm  real.w 


Living  here  without  you, 
Sometimes  I  lose  myself. 

"Life  is  funny  that  way." 
All  of  a  sudden  the  course  change 
I  find  myself: 

Sometimes  blinded, 

Sometimes  understanding. 
I  think  of  you: 

Your  voice 

Your  smile 

Your  touch 

Your  tears 
Then  I  know. .  . 
You'll  be  back. 
You'll  love  me. 
You'll  laugh  and  cry  with  me. 
We'll  share  together 

Friends  and  lovers. 


Mary  E .  Norris 
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all  the 
Little 
Animals 


Above  you  see 

The  wide  eyed  Gog. 
He  lives  in  a  cage 

With  a  wide-eyed  dog 
a  wide-eyed  hog 

and  a  wide  -  eyed  frog. 

Their  condition  is  ideal 

For  seeing  in  the  fog. 
(But  it' s  rather  difficult 
for  them  to  obtain  sunglasses. 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 
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Above  you  see 

the  invisible  Greary. 
You  don't? 

Well,  at  least 

you  see  his  clothes. 
You  don't? 

Well,  the  Greary 
is  very  weary. . . 

Perhaps  he  didn't 
come  today. 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 
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If  it  wasn't  for  her  feet 

You  wouldn't  recognize  the  Geet 
Who  often  hides  in  piles 

of  dirty  clothes. 

Though  generally  shy  and  retiring, 
One  discovers  upon  enquiring, 
That  the  Geet' s  not  opposed 
to  posing,  exposing  her  toes. 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 
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Below  you  see  Irving  Featherspoon 
Who  was  captures 

in  my  brother' s  living  room 

While  drinking  his  tea, 

Eating  his  food 

And  watching  his  color  TV. 

Though  he  has  many  legs 

like  a  centipede, 
It's  believed  that  living's 
a  pedigreed. . . 

But  a  pedigree  what? 
A  bug  or  a  mut? 
Or  a  bird  with  a  tremendous 
gut  to  feed? 
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The  Bianca  Bird 
is  a  flirty  bird 
who  flutters 
her  wings 
and  eyes 


At  every  available 
suitor, 
and  those 

unavailable  besides 


Some  say 

her  lashes  are  false, 
and  without  them 
she's  quite  ordinare. 

(But  without  the  hair 
I'm  sure  her  stare 
would  be  empty, 
and  hard  to  bear.) 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 


Above  you  see 

the  invisible  Greary... 
You  don't  ? 

Well,  at  least 

you  see  his  clothes. . . 
You  don't? 

Why  that  brash 

exhibitionist! 
I  do  believe 

he's  taken  them  off. 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 


I'd  like  to  introduce  you 

to  Mr.  Norman  Free 
Who,  quite  often, 

is  mistaken  for  a  tree. 

Kids  climb,  jump 

and  swing  on  Norman, 
kick  him  and  pull  his  hair; 

Break  his  limbs, 

and  sometimes  his  heart, 
but  Norman  doesn't  care. . . 

(So  long  as  they  don't 
bring  their  dogs  along.) 


Lawrence   M.  Beck 
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This  is  my  friend  Ronald  Coolage 
Who  was  once  a  very  vain  fellow. 
I  used  to  tell  Ron  it  was  foolage 
To  be  so  conceited  and  shallow. 

Now  I  feel  sorry  for  the  wizard 
Who,  while  admiring  himself 
in  the  mirror, 
Turned  himself  into  this  lizard 
By  humming  a  hex,  quite  by  error. 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 


The  hard- shelled,  curly-tailed, 

Spout-nosed  Krone 
Has  the  misfortune 

Of  resembling  a  phone. 

Now,  there  is  a  secret 
And  if  the  thing  wished 

It  would  tell  you  exactly 
How  to  distinguish 

A  Krone  from  a  phone 

With  a  fact  that's  well  known: 
"A  Krone  can  be  silent 

While  a  phone  has  a  tone." 

But  the  Krone,  in  its  humor, 

(A  humor  all  its  own) 
Is  likely  to  confuse  you 

With  a  moan  or  a  groan. 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 
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The  one  eyed,  one  handed, 
One-track  minded  Sneery 

Has  lately  been  seen 

In  the  company  of  the  Greary. . . 

Or  that  is. . . 

Hasn't  been  seen. . . 

At  least  the  Greary 
Hasn't  been  seen. . . 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 
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EMILY 


Twas  early  in  the  morning. 
Down  by  the  sea, 
We  walked  in  the  dawning 
giv'n  you  and  me. 

So  cool  and  so  warming 
The  sea  and  your  love. 
How  mystic  'n  how  charming  - 
gifts  from  above ! 

Early,  she  walks  with  me 
Down  by  the  shore , 
And  by  the  shining  sea 
love  dawns  everymore! 


E.  Ernest  Hite,  Jr. 


Love  of  my  life, 

I  commit  myself  to  you. . . 

to  love  you 

to  give  myself  to  you 

to  be  with  you 

Forever. 

For  you  are  my  life , 
my  love. 
You  bring  out  the  best  in  me. 

You  are  my  being 
My  God  is  your  God 
And  in  Him  we  are  one. 


Mary  E.  Norris 
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MOODS 
of 


Karen  Maginnis 


To  you 
Saying , 

"  I  love  you'  * 
Is  like 
Saying , 

"Excuse  me." 
It  is  said  with  the  same  airy  casualness 
To  anyone  you  might  bump  into.  .  . 


Maybe 

I  still  love  you 

Because  I'm  trying  to  recover 

My  loses. 


Afterall, 

Didn't  I  give  you  more 
Than  you  gave  me? 


Save  the  poet 
from  dying 
on  paper. 

Save  her  from  trying 

to  discover  new  words 
to  describe  those  feelings 
Emily  must  have  felt. 
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INGENU 


They've  never 
seen  waterery 
souls  dipped 
in  wax 
and  hung 
to  dry 
in  Venus' 
slender  hands, 
continuously 
watched 
by  those 
who  hide 

in  infected  corners 

in  all  the  rooms 

of  the  wicked  minded. 


Karen  Maginnis 

There  should  have 
Only  been  one: 
One  of  a  kind 
Instead  of  a  pair. 

Him 
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Well  often 

Night  hits  me 

Like  a  painting 
With  no  meaning 

In  a  gallery 

of  gold  filled  priests 
Murmuring  incantations. 


Karen  Maginnis 


My  imagination 

Is  taking  me  to  dungeons 
Beneath  moonhills 
And  lavender  colored  waters .  .  • 
Just  as  I  remember  your  eyes, 
In  the  moonhills , 
Where  infinity 

Is  twice  the  size  of  eternity. 

"The  crickets  have  learned  a  symphony 
To  the  tune  of  electricity!" 

Oh,  being  serenaded  by  strangers 

In  stranger  places  - 
I  loved  it  when  I  was  younger 
And  less  concerned. 


Karen  Maginnis 
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You're  outside 

of  your  own  situation 

persuaded  by  a  drunkard' s 

point  of  view: 
Laughing 

when  he  tells  a  lie 

and  moves  in  closer 

to  you . 
He  rages  in  his  honesty 

and  is  silent 

in  reflection: 
And  you 

are  still  sitting  there, 

outside  your  own 

situation. 


Like  darkened  ashes 
In  marble  ashtrays 
Are  our  memories, 
Like  nightmares. 

And  who  said  that  willows  weep 
Even  in  spring? 


We'll  lie  in  icy  coffins 

Of  suspended  animation, 


He  always  lives  his  best 
And  lives  to  the  fullest 

each  good  day  that  God  sends. 
At  work  or  at  rest 
Whatever  life's  test 

he  meets  it  -  and  he  wins. 

So  kind  and  so  gentle 
Such  sparkle  and  twinkle 
With  meditative  joy, 
A  dependable  boy 

he  must  have  been. 

So  sweet  and  so  good; 

So  utterly  free 

Of  any  ill  will 

Toward  you  or  toward  me. 

He  always  will, 

and  always  would, 
Do  for  all  of  us 

all  that  he  could. 
As  near  perfect  an  example 
As  can  be  found  in  man, 
He's  God's  gift  -  just  a  sample  - 
Of  heaven  in  this  earthly  land. 

His  quiet  courage 

and  ready  grace 
Always  encourage 

as  we  run  our  race . 
To  reach  out  for  greatness 

and  make  a  success 
Ah,  he  shows  us  the  way 

to  real  happiness ! 

And  who  is  this  man,  so  loved  and  respected, 
Whose  cheeks  are  so  tan  in  brown  eyes  reflected. 
Whose  snowy  white  hair  no  longer  gives  hint 
That  once  it  was  fair  with  a  youthful  glint? 
The  answer  I  give  to  you,  each  lassie  and  lad: 
With  pleasure  I  give  you  my  wonderful  Dad! 


With  love 

Ernest  E.  Hite,  Jr. 
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the  SEA  and  STORMS  of 

JOHN  D  WHITFIELD 


When  the  sea  spout  shouts 
and  the  water  wind  wails , 
the  shore  quivers 
and  humbles  herself 
at  the  feet  of  her  King. 


John  D.  Whitfield 


THE  SEA  EAGLE 

The  screaming  Sea  Eagle 
ripped  open  the  air 
and  punctured 
a  sleeping  ocean's  breast, 


She  plucked 

a  writhing  heart  felt  quiver, 
and  escaped  behind  the  sky 


John  D.  Whitfield 


I  stroked  the  Sea 

and  called  her  name, 
Then  she  purred 

and  rubbed  my  legs . 
She  licked  my  toes, 

and  slept  at  my  feet 

all  night. 


John  D.  Whitfield 


I  THOUGHT 


I  thought  of  windy  walks 

and  heart- knit  talks 

down  where  the  old  oaks  grew 
I  thought  of  the  many  dreams , 

and  just  how  it  seems 

like  it  was  only  yesterday 
That  we  shared  and  cared 

and  loved  and  lived 

every  life  beat  with: 

the  squirrels  in  the  trees 
the  birds  in  the  leaves 
the  old  park  benches 
the  meals  at  Frenche's 
the  pigeons  downtown 
the  little  duck's  down 
the  rainy  day  that  May 
the  things  we'd  say 
the  little  Christmas  tree 
the  ice  cream  jubilee 
the  day  at  the  beach 
the  apple  we  couldn't  reach 
the  little  grey  kitten 
the  times  just  sittin' 
the  big  football  game 
the  old  -  what's  his  name? 
the  pizzas  and  beer 
the  prayers  and  tears. 

We  wove  a  patch-work  quilt, 
you  and  I, 

I  still  sleep  under  it. 


John  D.  Whitfield 
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The  Sea 

has  ripped  a  virgin  shore. 
She's  torn  it, 
chewed  it  up, 
eaten  it's  flesh, 
and  cast  its  bones  away 
to  be  picked 

by  many  white  vultures , 
and  many-legged 

pinching  scavengers. 
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The  storm  is  coming. 
I  smell  rain. 

I  sense  the  wind  in  the  distance. 

I  hear  the  rumbling  and  grumbling 
rolls 

of  the  sky's  cannons. 
I  see  the  flashing  and  dashing 
streaks  of  fire 
disect  an  angry  sky. 

Like  water  behind  a  weakening  dam, 
the  dark  sky  boils  and  boils 
until  the  black  bubbles  burst 
over  and  through  the  air, 
spilling  tons  of  deluge 
over  a  trembling  Earth 
and  me. 


John  D.  Whitfield 
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The  storm  comes. 

It  creeps  through  the  trees 
Like  a  prowling  cat 
searching  for  prey. 

It  finds  a  place  to  hide 
In  tree  tops. 

It  wedges  its  real  haunches 
In  preparation. 

The  piercing  eyes  are  ready: 
Muscles  are  tense: 
A  nervous  tail  is  twitching. 

And  just  as  its  prey  is  underneath, 
With  a  mighty  roar, 
It  leaps  down, 
And  devours  the  Earth. 

I  walked  the  sands 
alone  one  night. 


I  felt  the  sandy  cool 

of  the  midnight  breeze 
brushing  my  cheek 
and  speckling  my  hair 

I  saw  the  moon 
and  heard  a  gull 
in  the  distant  dark. 


I  smelled  the  brine 

and  heard  the  gentle  lapping 
of  the  Sea. 

I  felt  night-time  sand 
through  my  toes. 

I  heard  the  marsh  grass  breath 
as  windy  waves 
washed  across  the  reeds. 


I  felt  the  Sea 
kiss  my  cheek 

and  heard  her  soft,  "Goodnight." 
John  D.  Whitfield 
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The  Sea  Came  By 


The  Sea  came  by 

And  stayed  for  supper. 
She  rinsed  her  hands 

And  ate  up  the  shore, 

Then  washed  it  down 

With  a  swig  of  sudsy  draught. 

She  cast  a  driftwood  toothpick 
Up  on  the  dunes 
And  settled  back  to  rock 
And  chat  for  a  while. 

She  spoke  of  things 

A  thousand  shores  away, 
Then  threw  back  her  head, 
Smiled , 

And  breathed  a  briny  belch. 

She  left  a  sand  dollar  tip, 
Slapped  the  sand  bar, 
And  sloshed  away  with  the  Tide. 


John  D.  Whitfield 


The  sea  oats  - 
strong  stoics , 
standing 
silently 
by  the  sea. 


The  sea  sky  darkened 

and  stared  down  at  the  land. 
The  sea  wind  came 

and  swept  off  the  shore. 
A  gentle  drizzle  began 

and  dampened  all  the  sand. 
The  sea  rain  fell 

and  washed  all  the  shore. 
She  scrubbed  and  scrubbed 

and  lathered  the  sand  with  froth. 
Then  she  rinsed  the  dunes 

and  splashed  down  over  the  beach. 
She  dusted  the  waves 

and  brushed  off  the  surf. 
Her   long  cloud  train  was  gathered 

and  out  to  sea  she  flew. 
The  sea  sun  ran  up 

and  with  a  hand,  invisible, 

he  dried  the  cleansed  sand 

and  stayed  all  afternoon. 


John  D.  Whitfield 


I  loved  to  walk  the  shore , 
to  stroll  and  watch  the  Sea. 


I'd  hear  the  waves  talking 

and  listen  to  the  wind  whispering. 

I'd  watch  the  waves 

whisk  away  my  footprints, 
And  feel  the  sand 

wiggle  through  my  toes. 

Mornings,  I'd  watch  the  sun 

pop  up  over  the  waves 

like  a  fisherman's  cork. 
Nighttimes,  I'd  watch 

the  falling  streaks  of  fire 

scorch  a  dark  starry  sky 

and  fall  into  the  black 

with  a  silent  sizzle. 

I  loved  to  walk  the  shore , 

to  stroll  and  watch  the  Sea. 


John  D.  Whitfield 
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Once  there  was  a  country  sultan 
Upon  the  desert  wide  - 
Sultan  with  a  sultan*  s  harem 
But  not  a  girl  to  be  his  bride 

Suddenly  arose  a  windstorm 
Swept  sand  and  dust  to  the  sky. 
Away  on  sudden  windstorm 
Sultan's  harem  fly! 

Sultan  not  unhappy , 

Sultan  neither  sigh  nor  cry. 
And  sultan  say  reason  why: 

"Harem  Scarem!" 


E.  E.  Hite,  Jr. 


He  was  sitting  by  himself, 
In  a  corner  out  of  the  light. 
Much  as  I  do  on  occasion. 

I  walked  over  to  him. 
He  looked  up  at  me  with  my  face 
And  stared  at  me  with  my  eyes. 

I  felt  cold  and  turned  to  run 
But  was  surrounded 
By  a  thousand  pointing  fingers. 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 


SAID 
Their  eyes  met 

On  a  warm  summer's  day  .  •  . 

Their  eyes  met 

He  said  he  couldn't  stay. 

Their  look  said 

They  wanted  to  be  free.  .  . 

Their  look  said 

Together  we  could  see. 

Their  smile  said 

We  fear  loving  too  well.  .  . 

Their  smile  said 

We  promise  not  to  tell. 

His  ring  said 

Another  claims  me.  .  .  MY  PLEA 

His  ring  said 

By  law,  I'm  not  free  I  am  alone  in  this  cold  world, 


Cynthia  McCurry 


I  have  no  one. 
There  is  no  one 

Who  will  wrap  his  cloak  of  warmth 

around  me . 


Cold  winds 

Batter  against  my  tired,  worn 

resistance. 


I  cannot  find  serenity 
In  any  embrace. 


I  seek  comfort 


In  the  chilling  winter  night. 
I  can  barely  continue. 
I  have  searched  long  - 


My  search  is  fruitless. 


When  will  it  end? 
Cannot  someone  help  me? 
Please.  .  . 


help  me? 


Patty  Harber 
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A  silent  sweep  of  sandy  driftwood, 
still  peaks , 
and  solid  waves  held  motionless. 

A  black  fishnet  caught  forever 
on  the  quiet,  rotted  wood. 

The  painting  remains 

unceasingly  the  same 

unchanging.  .  . 
It  has  no  history, 

no  future 
Its  time  does  not  roll  on. 

A  conglomerate  of  worlds 
spin  and  jostle  us  forward 

in  time. 

Glimpse  edges  of 

Russia. .  .wheat. .  .oil. 
Piles  of  food  and  inflation. 
Seas  of  superships. 
Grumblings  of  GNP 

whiring  constantly  through  our  heads. 
Political  initiative 

paidonsentence . 


Oiltax . . .  P .  L .  O . . .  deep  discontent  and 
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I  hope  I  have , 

with  this  book, 
Filled  your  imagination 
With  thoughts 

of  the  reality, 
And  memories 

of  times  past, 

I  hope  reading  this  book 

Has  placed  more 
than  one  smile 
on  your  face . . . 

And  a  lasting  smile 
on  your  memory. 


Lawrence  M.  Beck 
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